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The
Tree-house
Short Story by Jamie deGraff
“It sounds like the tree is
crying,” Trevor whispers to
no one in particular.
It does. As the flames
lick the moisture out of the
green branches, they let
out a faint tortured moan.
Dirty smoke rises from the
chimney of the tree-house,
inking out the yellow
evening sky.
“So are you, Paula,”
my little brother says with
a questioning sidelong
glance at me. “Don't cry. I
said I was sorry. It was an
accident!”
We sit on the hill in our
backyard, observing the
destruction from a distance.
I lay back to rest on the
ground, only vaguely aware
of the hot thick air on my
damp cheeks. Sprigs of
crab grass poke against my
skin. The smoke pricks at
the comers of my eyes. I
shouldn’t be mad at him
really. I'm the one who
yelled at him to go outside.
I was too busy watching
Full House reruns to notice
he decided to play Boy
Scout in the fire-pit with
the neighbor. I didn’t even
know he knew how to light
a match. By the time I got
outside the flames from his
carefully arranged tee-pee
of sticks were snapping at
the overhanging branches
of the oak.
Through squinted eyes, I
look up at the paint curling
off the plywood treehouse wall. Green sloppy
letters declare ONLY No
Boys Allowed! The paint
bubbles beneath the heat,
looking like alligator skin.
Flames slide down the
length of the frayed rope
swing, causing it to sway
slightly. That rope always

gave my hands splinters.
When I would complain
about it to my dad he said
it built character. Don’t
all dads say that? It was
the motivation behind
any unpleasant chore he
wanted me to do. Building
the tree-house was one of
therq. When a nine-year-old
asks for a tree-house for
her birthday, she doesn't
bargain on hammering
warped 4x4s and sawing
branches. But look at all the
character I have now.
“But why are you
crying, Paula? You never
even go in the tree-house.
Even when I beg you! Tree
houses are for little kids,
‘member?”
I remembered. I
remembered spending days
on end in the shadows of
those branches. At first
as an adventure. On the
wooden floors. I'd carve out
initials and hearts. I'd make
twig-mazes for ladybugs.
I'd have sleep-overs with
the neighbor girl. Then as
an escape. Lying in the cool
quiet all alone, reading,
sketching, thinking, trying
not think. Then abandoning
it all together. Realizing the
quiet was too loud.
A limb splinters from the
trunk and tumbles loudly
through the maze of firey
branches, taking a nailed
floorboard with it. Dad
said the best part about our
tree-house was that it was
nailed together with love. .
He didn’t care how many
nails I bent. He didn’t care
that I missed and hit his
finger as he held it steady.
If love couldn’t hold our
family together, I shouldn’t
have expected it to work for
the tree-house.

“I'm going inside,
Trevor.” I know it was an
accident, but saying sorry
doesn’t put out the flames. I
should have been watching
him more carefully. Mom's
going to kill me.
“Paula! I'm sorry. I
shouldn’t have done it!”
I shouldn't have done it.
That's what Dad had said
too. It was a mistake. I’m
sorry. Apologies can't put
out fire. They just contain
it. They douse things down
and let them smolder.
I'm sitting at the kitchen
table, picking the wax of a
votive candle when sirens
shrilly announce the arrival
of the fire department.
Glancing out the sliding
glass door, 1 see Trevor is
still sitting on the hill where
I left him. His eyes are still
fixated on the billowing
flames devouring the oak:
leaves, roots, house and all.
His profile is soft lines, still
a baby face. His hair is the
same dirty blond as Dad's.
Give him a few more years
and the two would be
carbon copies. But neither
of them will know that.
The firemen rush back
with their giant hose. The
gushing water slowly
subdues the fire. The
dripping blackened tree
reminds me of the stick
figures Trevor draws. Just
a skeleton of what should
be. I get up and close the
vertical blinds.
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A Testimo
By Marlena Stevenson

South Africa's Future
By Kallie Hansen

Tengo Sue
By Michelle Thomas
My tawny hair that
plasters my face is
itching
my lips, up my nose.
I wake
to a shaft of dawn on
my retinas and
beeping
Beeping
BEEPING
and bacon charging
into my room
entering as sexy,
sweating firemen
“Let’s start the day
off right,” one says in
salty baritone.
I am ravenous.
This didn’t happen. I
was dreaming.
There
is
dawn,

beeping
But no sexy bacon
men
So am I going to get
up,
orotherwiseorwhat?
If I don’t, I will
sink into the bed
grow roots
be the first known
species
of “Bed
Tree.”
Acer semiconscanus
Or as guy-on-the-busthat-one-time said,
“That’s what’s wrong
with ya’H - got the
molasses in your
britches.”

bed, and my joints
cracked and snapped
Coltrane’s “Take the
A Train.”
Feeling the beat, I
rode the jam
belting a yawn solo
to cause beatnik
orgasms
“Don’t worry, folks,
she’ll be here all
week!”
Cue the en masse
ticket rush
and sultry popcorn for
tumed-on attendants

“Tengo sueno,” I say
to my room.
“Get the hell up,”
Someone - bacon." says my room to me.
Please.
And I do this every
But I stepped out of morning.

You see.
I stopped believing.
Convinced the opiate of the
masses was
distributed in bible school on
Sundays in psalms.
You see.
1 wasn't angry or pessimisticyou could even ask anyone
who knew me
and they’d tell you- Marlena
is
a vibrant creative individual
who is full of love and light
and laughter.
Oh, and she’s a freak, but
that’s beside the point.
You see.
I, too, faltered and fell from
faith
and into an ice cold river
of naive encounters and
swimming lessons learned.
You see.
I stumbled out of fear,
a Catholic school
girl’s apostasy of all
denominations.
Booked a one way to a jaded
state of mind
on the bitches ain’t shit train
with no intention
of ever returning.
Until this one day, last April.
This is the day I want to share
with you.
To testify, to bear witness to
the proof of its existence.
You see.
It was this day that I met Her,
the Holy Spirit,
touched by Her presence and

Her awesome grace that
1 could,
at first sight,
have fallen into the deepest
purest Love.
The kind where intimacy and
lust are crucified,
sacrificed bringing two
lost sheep together through
sacrament,
confessing in rapture.
The rapture.
The coming.
Coming.
Together.
Speaking in tongues and
signs.
Signs and symbolsthe dove tattooed on the body
and the Trinity of Her, me,
we in missionary.
The overwhelming
veneration of
baptism and the lubricating
chrism,
the flood of holy water.
The Second Coming came iri
confirmation.
Adoration.
Anointing one another in the
spiritual consummation
of the Holy Spirit of Love
with forgive me prayers
written on the walls:
Jesus Christ-God damn-Holy
shit.
Absolution.
A[wo]men.
I’ll write our Gospel
in doodles and notebooks and
spread the Word of Love in

stanzas.
A new testament,
You see.
What is done in the dark, will
always be brought to light.
Galatians 5:22
But the fruit of the
Sprit is love, joy, peace,
patience, kindness, goodness,
and faithfulness.
It is this I promise to you,
Love, all this and more.
That yes,
there are days where my faith
in us may falter,
and yes,
there will be days where
you’ll lose all patience and
joy may be long gone.
But at the end of the day,
at the end of A Fine Frenzy of
uncertainty and jealousy,
there is still the apple in the
tree,
You Picked Me,
and I you.
I promise you faithfulness,
and goodness and Love.
1 Peter 4:8
Above all love each other
deeply, because love covers
such a multitude of sins.
You see.
It’s in this testimony that I
share with you my salvation,
everlasting life in Her,
in Love.
The resurrection of my
faith and the miracle of
regeneration.

04
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The Oak Tre
Short Story by Brett Weinberg
THREE: The Forest
The silver Ford F-150
pickup truck hit the tree. It
was an oak tree. One could
count the rings that ran through
the trunk of that old tree and
estimate that it was well over
one hundred years old. Any
truck that plays chicken against
a one hundred year old oak
tree is going to lose. The silver
F-150 stayed true to that logic.
Bark splintered as the front
right bumper bent inward,
forcing the engine block back
into the truck’s frame. The
twenty-two inch passenger’s
side wheel was pried off the
rim, as if it had never been
attached in the first place, and
flew twenty-feet through the
woods before hitting another
tree and coming to a wobbling
stop. The airbag deployed
from the steering wheel with
the engineered intention of
stopping the belted driver from
slamming head first into the
windshield.
The force of the impact
severed the fuel and brake
lines, which mixed together to
form a toxic concoction that
would poison the next young
deer that drank it. But not one
deer could be seen. This dirt
road, located in what could be
considered the “boondocks of
Michigan,” was usually bus
tling with wildlife. But there
were no deer for miles. Not a
single one.
The driver’s right foot
slammed into the compressing
metal floorboard and snapped
like a twig, with only the
tendons and skin keeping it
from completely severing. The
seatbelt tore into his waist and
chest, cracking three ribs and
bruising an additional two. His
head slammed into the airbag,
immediately breaking his nose
and knocking him uncon

scious. Even with all of his
injuries, the driver would sur
vive. But the passenger, whose
seatbelt had been unbuckled,
whose airbag hadn't deployed,
whose head had smashed
through the windshield, whose
neck had snapped during
impact, would not live to tell
the tale.
FIVE: Dialog
“Mister Taylor? Mister Tay
lor, are you awake? Detective,
he’s waking up.”
“Thank you, nurse. Please
give Mister Taylor and me
some time alone. You’ve been
extremely helpful and I’m
sure Mister Taylor will want to
thank you profusely when I’m
done questioning him. Can you
hear me. Mister Taylor?”
“Where am I?”
“Huron Valley Sinai Hos
pital.”
“Who are you?”
“Detective Holland from
the Oakland County Police
Department.”
“Detective?”
“You’ve been in a very seri
ous car accident. Mister Taylor.
It’s standard procedure for a
member of the County Police
to investigate and ask a few
questions after an incident like
this. Do you mind if I sit?”
“What happened?”
“I was hoping you could
tell me.”
“I can't remember much.”
“Let’s just start with the
things you do remember, and
we’ll go from there.”
“I was driving.”
“Where were you driving
to, Mister Taylor?”
"Our hunting spot.”
“Whose hunting spot?”
“Mine and Frank’s. We
built a couple tree stands a few
years back and have been hunt
ing there ever since. Where is

Frank? Is he okay?”
“How long have you and
Frank known each other?”
“Since high school.”
“You’ve been good friends
since then?”
“Yeah. We played football
at Central Michigan together.”
“Did you share a dorm
room?”
“Yes.”
“Is that where you met your
wife?”
“Jen? Yes, but how are
these questions relevant to the
accident?”
“I’m sorry. Mister Taylor.
These are just your run-ofthe-mill statements that I have
to get from these kinds of
accidents. By the way, you’ll
be pleased to know that the
hospital called your wife and
she is on her way here as we
speak.”
“Oh... Thank you.”
“Are you okay? I’d think
you’d be happy to see your
family. Most people are, but
you don’t seem too happy
about it.”
“No. I am. I just don’t know
what I am going to say.”
“About what?”
“She hates it when I go
hunting. I can’t blame her,
though. I spent almost every
afternoon last year out hunting.
Small game,deer, gun and
bow, I did it all, but Frank only
went twice.”
“Why only twice?”
“He said he was too busy
with work. He owns a small
business that’s struggling, so
he had to put off hunting for
most of the season. Where is
Frank? Is he okay?’
“I’m sorry to have to tell
you this, but your friend Frank
Spadafora was pronounced
dead an hour ago.”
FOUR: Narrator

The Getaway
By Robert Gould
Jen Taylor was working
late on the twenty-first floor of
the Renaissance Center when
she received the phone call .
telling her that her husband and
his friend had been seriously
injured. The nurse who told her
seemed slightly confused and
bewildered that they both had
Jen as an emergency contact.
Running to the Chevy Malibu
and racing down the Lodge
Freeway, her mind reeled off
thoughts at almost the speed
she was traveling: Why didn’t
he listen to me when I told
him not to go hunting? I knew
something bad was going to
happen. I felt it in my gut. Why
didn’t he listen to me? Why
didn’t I ask about him? How
could I have been so stupid?
Instead of asking how he
was doing, I just snapped my
phone shut and sprinted out of
the building. What if he was
already dead? I told him not to
go hunting.
SIX: Detective Holland
‘Tell me about your recent
relationship with your friend
Frank.” I asked. Dain Taylor,
the survivor of the crash, had
been hysterical ever since I
told him that Frank Spadafora

hadn't survived it. Maybe I
shouldn’t have told him about
his friend dying so soon; then
he wouldn’t be balling his eyes
out. “Mister Taylor. I know
you’re upset, but you really
need to answer my questions.”
“Our relationship is good,”
he said, wiping away the tears
in his bloodshot eyes. “It’s
always been good... It always
was good.”
“No fights or disputes be
tween you two?” I asked.
“No. I mean, we fought
occasionally, but it was always
over stupid things.”
“Such asT’
“Things like who bought
the last case of beer, or why
he never wanted to go hunting
anymore. I had to practically
beg him to go hunting with me
today. I wish I hadn’t. I wish
with all my heart that I hadn’t.”
He fell into a sort of contem
plating silence; the type of
silence you enter when you’re
faced with extreme regret...
or guilt.
ONE: Dain Taylor
October 21,1995. Fifteen
years before the accident. It
was a beautiful day. The most
beautiful day I could have

ever imagined. I was walking
side by side with my stun
ning girlfriend, whose brown
hair reflected the sunlight,
creating an angelic halo effect
that so suited her. We slowly
and clumsily made our way
through the thick woods, pass
ing trees of all different spe
cies, with leaves that the fall
weather had transformed into
a magnificent rainbow of color.
She stumbled on a dead
branch. But I caught her. I
would always be there to catch
her when she stumbled, and al
ways be there to pull her back
to her feet when she fell. My
heart raced in my chest. We
were getting close now. I could
see the spot where it was going
to happen. What would she
say? We had been dating for
two years, and I knew in my
heart that she was the woman I
wanted to spend the rest of my
life with.
“We’re here.” I said.
“Thank God. I almost
killed myself, on those damn
branches.”
This was the moment that
I had been waiting for. Earlier
that day I drove up to the big-

» Continued on Page 5
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The Oak Tree (continued)
This was the moment that I had been
waiting for. Earlier that day I drove up
to the biggest oak tree I could find with
Frank. The tree was just off the road, but
I thought it would be more romantic to
walk with her through the woods. It was
only a mile long walk from my house to
the tree. We didn’t have much time before
Jen got home from her new job in Detroit,
so while I prepared the picnic, Frank
engraved the tree.
Her face went through a throng of
emotions: annoyance, contemplation,
wonderment,elation. I kneeled on the
dirty path, placing my right knee in what
I was sure was deer shit, but I didn’t care.
Nothing mattered right now except what
she would say. “Jennifer Caitlin White,
will you marry me?” I opened the ring
box to show off the ring. It was a decent
size. I couldn’t afford a real diamond on
my salary, so I told the jeweler to use
cubic zirconium, promising myself that it
would be the first thing I replaced once I
had the money. She didn’t notice.
“Oh my God, Dain. Yes! Yes!” She
said. Butterflies had never flown so fast
in my stomach as I jumped up to hug and
kiss my beautiful new fiance. Birds sang,
deer pranced, and bunnies seemed to play
all around us. It was the happiest day of
my life.
The big oak tree, on the right hand side
of the road, was engraved, by my best
friend Frank, with the everlasting words,
‘Dain and Jen...Forever.’
SEVEN: Jen Taylor
I arrived at the hospital an hour after I
received the devastating phone call. After
checking with the front desk, I made my
way to my husband’s room. Room 1021.
Intensive Care. A man was in the room
with him, and seemed to be questioning
Dain about the accident. “Hello?”
“Hello, Jen.” Dain said.
“How are you?” I asked.
“I’m okay, sort of. This is Detective...”
“Holland,” the detective completed, ,
“of the Oakland County Police Depart
ment. Nice to meet you Missus Taylor.”
“Why is a Detective here?’’
“It is standard procedure when an
accident of this magnitude has occurred.”
The Detective said.
“How bad was it?” I asked. It seemed

like all I was capable of doing was asking
questions.
“Frank’s dead.” said Dain.
“What? How? What happened!?”
“We were on our way to the hunting
stand,” Dain began, “when a deer ran
out in the middle of the road. 1 swerved
to avoid it, but lost control. I hit a tree.
Actually, I hit our tree. The oak tree where
I proposed to you under. Frank wasn’t
wearing a seatbelt. You know him, he
always felt like he could do anything he
wanted, regardless of the consequences.
He...flew into the windshield and...” I
couldn’t believe it. Frank was dead. My
eyes began to tear up. I looked away from
my husband. I couldn't stand the sight of
him anymore. He was the one who con
vinced Frank to go out hunting with him.
“I believe I have all I need. I’m sorry
for your loss. Frank sounded like a good
friend.” The Detective said. I wiped my
eyes and shook his hand.
“He was.” I said.
“Yes... he was.” said Dain.
The Detective exited room 1021. Dain
and I spent several minutes in silence.
“I’m sorry, Jen.” He said.
“Sorry for what? He was your friend
too.”
“Yes,” he said, “but I wasn’t the one
having sex with him.”
TWO: Frank Spadafora
“I know.” Dain said.
“What?” I asked. Dain had practically
begged me to go hunting with him today. I
hadn’t wanted to go. In fact, Jen urged me
not to. ‘Please don't go.’ She said. ‘I have
a bad feeling about today.’ But I had been
blowing Dain off for too long. If I kept it
up any longer, he might figure out what
was going on.
“I know.” Dain repeated.
“What are you talking about?”
“You’re screwing my wife. I know.”
“Did you drink a little too much this .
morning, buddy?” I asked, trying to
lighten the mood and make a joke out of
the situation.
“I didn’t drink anything. I didn’t want
the toxicology reports to come back posi
tive.” He said.
“What toxicology reports?” Sweat
was dripping down my temple. I wiped
it off with my sleeve. What the fuck was

he talking about? How could he possibly
know about the affair? We were always
careful.
“The tests they always take after a seri
ous car accident.” Dain said, simply. He
reached his hand out to the dashboard of
his truck, and pushed a button. The light
that was illuminating ‘Passenger Side
Airbag’ blinked off.
“What the hell are you doing, Dain?”
I asked. The situation was getting totally
fucked. I checked that my seatbelt was
secure. I may not have an airbag, but
not wearing a seatbelt could be a death
sentence.
“Punishing you.” He said.
“Punishing me for what!?” I screamed
at him.
“You were my best friend. I trusted
you. You helped with my proposal, you
were the best-man at my wedding, and
then you go behind my back and fuck
my wife! Is that how friends act!?” I felt
myself get slightly pressed into my seat.
Dain was speeding up.
“Dain, I don’t know what you’re talk
ing about! Please, just slow down!”
“There are usually so many deer in
this area. I’m surprised more people don’t
get into accidents because of them." His
voice had returned to its normal tone. The
calmness of his demeanor caused me to
panic more. “We’re getting close now.”
He muttered under his breath.
“Dain, slow the fuck down!” I pleaded.
The speedometer read fifty and was creep
ing higher.
“Do you recognize that tree, Frank?”
He said, pointing forty yards ahead.
“That’s where you helped me propose to
my wife. The same woman who you slept
with behind my back!”
“I’m sorry, Dain! I’m sorry! Just slow
the truck down!”
“Good bye, Frank. I’ll see you in
Hell.” And before I knew what was
happening, his hand reached down and
unbuckled my seatbelt. He veered to the
right, going fifty miles per hour, straight at
the big oak tree. I flew for a split second
after impact. The sensation was amazing.
I thought I caught sight of the engraving
that I had helped my friend put there fif
teen years ago: ‘Dain and Jen.. .Forever.’
And then, nothing.

Ramble On
You are my sugar,
my madly,
Oh how I want you badly,
I bend to you,
I fold to you,
I crawl to you,
You are my crazy,
Unbelievable conversation,
My little lie,
my fortunate find,
My head over heals,
holding my breath,
held deep in my chest
secret.
You are my affair of love,
my untamed song,
My secret vice,
and nothing nice,
for nice is for the plain,
and we have no time for
that.
You are my reckless,
broken compass,
My desire,
fuel on the fire,
broken down,
comfort one,
lady love,
not from above,
but from within,
my forgiven sin.
There is no stopping,
only claiming,
I am reaching,
nor blaming,
you know not what you do,
but I see the real you,
and let you lean on me,
I hide deeper happiness,
that your eyes find in me,
You call me out,
live on my soul,
reach deep in me,
make me whole.
I would wander the earth,
desolate and alone,
on purpose and by choice,
should you ever leave.
For uniquely sweet is your
kiss,
and image that I hold,
superficial and deep,

real and discrete,
I hold you close.
There are ripples on a
pond,
and wrinkles on the old,
but you are my forever, •
that I never let go.
I bite down hard,
and hold on tight,
and let go of all tension,
in the still of the night,
for the first thing I wish to
see,
that morning light does
uncover,
are the curves of your lips,
and I put my hand on your
hips,
you are so close,
so close to me,
close,
closer,
that I do not have to
breathe,
I would suffocate rather
than wake you,
and spoil this moment,
where you are serene,
and perfect.
I give you my words,
that build only feelings,
and outline how I feel for
you,
you are my food,
my substance,
my life,
and story,
love,
and glory.
You are my one,
my only,
by my hearts choice,
I love you slowly,
forever and boldly.
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Paranoiai

Nonfiction by Jana White

Africa is a Continent in Flames

By Kallie Hansen

/ stood there helplessly as I
watched the young girl kicking,
screaming, and rolling around
on her living rootn floor. She
was in pain. That was certain.
The burning, tingling feeling
overwhelmed her. It was as if
fire hail entered her body and
there was a strong vibration
feeling that ripped through her. .
She kept grabbing her right leg
as ifshe couldn ’tfeel it anymore.
I so desperately wanted to
console her. I wanted to kneel
down by her side and gently rub
her head, while telling her that
everything was going to be ok.
But everything was not ok. It was
farfrom it...
1 opened my eyes. Back to
reality. I was lying on the living
room floor., .just like the young
girl. I was feeling that burning,
tingling feeling.. .just like the
young girl. And I couldn't feel
my right leg.. .just like the young
girl. Then I realize that I was that
young girl. 1 tried to remember
what all happened before this
event:
I. I was babysitting my little
cousin Autumn.
2.1 was getting Erica, my
junior high friend, something to
drink.
3.1 was talking in the living
nxim with my brother James and
Erica.
4. James said something funny.
5. There was a loud popping
noise.
6.1 saw fire.

G

Old Brooklyn
By Alyssa Poore

My worst fear is that I will die
like my mother. I pray to God
that he will let me die peacefully.
I don't want to be killed like my
mother was. But the weird thing
is my mother died by a gun; I
almost died by a gun.. .weird,
huh?
I feel as if I am haunted by
my mother. I constantly have
dreams about my mother's death.
The pain in watching that night
unfold over and over again makes
this void that I have inside of me
bigger and bigger.
**

/ stand in the house on St.
Mary's—the house where my

'

I
V

mother was killed—as my current
self. I watch as I. my one-year-old
self, sit on the floor. Sometimes /
am playing with toys, sometimes
I'm just sitting there. My
mother walks around the house,
attending to things. Washing
dishes. Sweeping and moping
the floors. Folding clothes. My
current self often stands there
watching my mother in awe,
admiring her beaut}'. Her light
beautiful skin, her long pretty
hair, and her beautiful brown
eyes. Those eyes, those beautiful
brown eyes just get me e\’ery
time.
There's a knoi k at the front
door. Even in my dream, l can
feel my asthma acting up. My
heart begins to race. I watch
as my mother walks to the front
door. Ifranticlyfellow her.
"No!” I yell to her, "Mama,
please don'/ answer the door."
My one-year-old self continues
to sis on the floor, playing with
my toys, or just sitting there.
" Who is it? ” my mother says.
“Hey, Gwen it's.I can
never catch his name.
“James isn't here, ” she tells
him.
“/ know, he told me l
could come over here and get
something, ” he lies.
“No Mommy," I say. “He s
here to do you harm, ” but she
doesn't hear me. I stand in front
of her trying to push her back and
trying to block the door. But my
attempts are useless; her right
hand goes through my stomach,
opening the front door.
She opens the door, only to get
rushed by three men in baseball
caps. They hit on her and tell her
to take them to the safe. Tears
stream down myface. I watch
as the men beat on my mother,
demanding the money that is
in the safe. Her screams are
unbearable. Her screams and my
one-year-old self screams blend
in together.
Her screams.
My screams.
Her screams.
My screams.
Her screams.
My screams.
Hr/
screams.
Hermyscreams.
Screams.

Screams.
Screams.. J can 7 take it!
My headfeels like it s going to
explode.
My mother haruls them the
contents in the safe.
“ Please, ” / say through
tears, “please just leave her
alone. She gave you what you
want, please leave her alone.”
My pleas go unheard.
I watch as the men take my
mother to the basement. I keep
pleading with them.
“Please leave her alone.”
They don't hear me.
“Slop! Please, just stop!”
They keep beating her.
“Take me instead,
PLEASE!!!” I have to save her. I
have to do something. / need her.
But tunhing I do helps. I panic
as I watch her walk down those
basement stairs.
“NOOO!!!! ’’ I scream out
hysterically. I know that she will
never walk up those stairs again.
I stand at the top of the stairs,
too afraid to go down to watch
my mother die. My one-year-old
self crawls to the top ofthe stairs,
still crying and screaming. I look
down at my-one-year-old self.
Ifeel the urge to comfort her.
To whisper to her that we will
survive thus, that this event.. this
moment will make us stronger in
the end. I imagine picking myself
up ami holding her in my twentyone-year-old arms.
“Ssshhhh, ” / would tell her
as I r<xk her in my arms. “It's
ok, we'll get through this. We'll
surxive. Don't cry anymore.”
But I do nothing. / just stare
blankly down the stairs.
The men walk back up the
stairs. The deed is done. My
mother is m> longer with me. I
don t look at them as they pass.
I don't want to see their faces. /
just continue to stare down the
stairs. My one-year-old self tries
to crawl down the stairs only
to fall down them. She falls in a
puddle of my mother s blood. She
sits there drench in my mother's
blood, screaming and crying. I
just stand at the top of the stairs
blankly staring at her.
**

/ wake up some nights to see
my mother standing over me.
watching me sleep. Sometimes
she’s sitting on thi’ bed; her lutnd
gently lies on my right leg. Ami
sometimes she s lying down right
next to me, her arms wrapped
around me. Always smiling at
me. Always with blood slowly
trickling down her head.
Ifeel like I am going crazy.

I added everything together and
the realization of my situation
became clear. I just got shot.
The .25 caliber that my brother
been showing off just went off
and shot me. He said something
funny. I don’t remember exactly
what he said, but I knew it was
funny because I was laughing
before it happened. And then I
heard that loud, popping noise.
I saw the fire. I felt the vibration
rip through my body. All I could
hear was my screams.
My screams.
My screams.
My screams.
My screams.
My screams.
My screams.
My screams.
Myscreams.
Screams.
Screams.
Screams...
At that moment I didn’t know
where I was shot, but I knew that
a bullet hit me. I was thirteen
years old and looking at death in
the face.
I don't know when they came in,
but my older cousins Noland and
Javon came running in the house
from outside. I began to calm
down.
“Jana', where did you get shot?”
my cousin Javon asked as he
kneeled beside me.
I didn't know where everyone
else were at. all 1 could focus on
was him
“I can’f feel my right leg.” I told
him.
He began to kx>k at my leg.
“Jana' I don't sec a bullet hole”
he said. An eerie feeling came
over me. I sighed and kxiked
down at my stomach. There it
was. A small bullet hole with a bit
of bkxxl coming out of it.
The situation just got worst.
I would’ve felt a little bit of
relief if it was my leg. there’s a
higher percentage of survival.
but the stomach is where a lot of
important organs and arteries is.
The chance of survival here is
slim. I slowly kx^ked back up to
Javon.
“Javon,” I said hesitantly, “I got
shot in the stomach.”
“Oh, man,” he whispered sadly.
I could sec fear in his eyes. I laid
on the living rxx>m floor in a daze.
I thought afxxit death. This was
the end. The other noises in the
house seemed unreal.
“James hurt my Nay-Nay!” my
little cousin Autumn screamed.
“James hurt my Nay-Nay!”
Tiredness began to creep up on
me. I just wanted to go to sleep. I
didn't want to be here. I wanted

» Continued on Page 7
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1 can never be too trusting of people. My mother’s
killers were people who she trusted, people who she
knew, people that she grew up with—friends, you can
say, and they killed her anyway. So I keep people at a
distance, even family members. I only let people in as
much as 1 want them to. 1 am afraid that if I let them
get too close then they arc able hurt me. I constantly
think about different scenarios:
* What if I befriend someone and they end up
stabbing me in the back?
* What if they kill me?
* What if I let my guard down and they strike?
* What if they kill me?
* What if I invest so much time into a relationship
and they betray me?
* What if they kill me?
* What if they kill me?
* WHAT IF THEY KILL ME?
I wear a mask every day—a mask that shows no
emotion. I can be in so much pain and no one can ever
know it by just looking at me. I sit in class at times
and I can hear my mother’s screams. Then I hear my
screams, my thirteen-year-old screams.
Her screams.
My screams.
Her screams.
My screams.
Her screams.
My screams.
Her screams.
Hermyscreams.
These are the screams of
being shot.
And when I blink 1 sec my mother being attacked
by those men. I see the tire from the gun coming
towards me. Anger, pain, and sadness rips through
me, but you would never see it.
Most of the times I don’t want admit that I am
angry, hurt, or sad. Admitting this makes me feel
vulnerable. Showing vulnerability makes you easy
prey. I don’t want to be easy prey. I keep my guards
up, I never let them down.
This isn’t healthy.
**

I never am too flashy, because money is the root
of all evil. They killed my mother because of money.
Money is what they wanted, money is what they got.
So I don’t wear expensive designer clothes. No Gucci,
Pruda, or Loui Vitton. No “iced out” jewelry. And no
expensive cars like a Phantom, Jaguar, or Maybach.
I feel like possessing these things makes me a target
for getting robbed. My mother got robbed and that
robbery ended her life.
So when I’m out—or even at home, I always do
these things:
* I look over my shoulder. Checking to see who is
behind me and how close or far they arc from me.
* I’m aware of my surroundings. The street light
ahead of me is out. There’s a group of guys walking
towards me to my left. A girl is a few steps behind me.
talking on her cell phone.
* I pay extra attention to shady looking people.
There’s a man in worn-down clothes walking towards
me. Pay attention! He’s looking at you while going in
his pocket.
* I always have some kind of protection on me.
Mace in my left jacket pocket. Always at the ready.

The realization of dying
overwhelmed me. I imagined
my family members weeping
over my body at my funeral.
I see my auntie giving my eulogy, telling everyone
how I was a good kid and how I am now in heaven.
Heaven. I began to pray,“Dear Heavenly Father,
please forgive me for aJI the sins that I may have
committed. Please let me enter into your kingdom and
allow me to be with my mother and father again. In
your name I pray. Amen.”
Something in my prayer stood out to me. A light
at the end of the tunnel. A silver lining. Allow me to he .
with my mother andfather again...
Allow me to be with my mother again.

E
1 fear having children. My mother died when I was
one. My mother’s mother died when she was twelve.
Notice a pattern? I am afraid that this is some kind
of curse and I too will die when my child is young. I
don’t want that. I want to be a part of my child’s life.
There are so many things that I want to experience
with my child:
o Their first steps: We 're sitting on the living
floor. My husbarul holds our child in his hands. Our
child smiles at me. I smile back curd extend out my
arms.
"Come to mommy.” I say, “Come to mommy.”
Our child slowly takes his/herfirst steps. Stumbling
their way to me. I am overwhelmed with pride.
o Their first words: I'm in my child's room,
folding clothes. My child is in his/her crib. / walk to
put their cloths in the closet, only to hear a little voice
say “Mommy. ” / stop in the middle ofmy tracks. I lcx>k
to see a little cute, cubby, brown skin baby smiling at
me.
“ What? ” / sayfaintly.
“Mommy, ” my child says again, smiling and
pointing at me.
“ Yes, ” / say smiling, “Mommy. ” / pick my child
up and give him/her a kiss. “That's mommy’s baby.” I
am filled with joy.
o Their first day of school: My son wears some
khaki pants with a white polo shirt aiul black casual
shoes. His hair is freshly cut and a Spiderttum book
bag is on his back. Or. my daughter wears a na\y blue
jumper with a white button up shirt underneath it. She
has on while tights and casual shoes. Her hair is in
little pigtails with luiir bows on the ends. A Cinderella
book bag is on her back. No matter what sex my child
is, they 're nervous. They hold my hand tightly and look
up at me with fear ip their eyes. / smile at them.
“It’s ok,” /say, "don't be afraid. Mommy will
be here at 3:00 to pick you up. ” I give them a hug
and a kiss and watch them go inside their classroom.
/ can't believe how quickly they've grown. I am in
disbelief.
o Their first game, recital, or performance: /
sit in the bleachers and I watch as my son nuikes a
three-pointer that wins the game. I jump iq> and down,
cheering with the crowd. Happy about our victory. Or,
I am in the same bleachers, watching my daughter
cheer the basketball time on the sidelines. Halftime
comes and she does back flips and cartwheels to her
position. She does her routine. Ami / staml up and
cheer her on. But nt> matter what the case maybe, I am
glad to be their mom.
o Their first crush: / stand in the kitchen making
dinner and my child comes up tome and asks me to

help them make a Valentine's Day cardfor Alicia or
David.
I smile at them. “Of course," I say. They are
growing up. I am sad.
o Their first date: / wait nervouslyfor my child to
come back home from their date. I hope that they are
safe. I l<x)k at the clock, 9:55 pm. Five minutes before
curfew. A car pulls up. I hearfootsteps, then a key
jingling through the door. I rush to the door waiting for
my child to walk through.
“How did it go?" 1 say, trying to sound
nonchalant.
“Good, ” my child says.
“Well, tell me about it." We sit in the kitchen
and talk about how the date went. Inside, l am
relieved.
o Their prom: / wait at the bottom of the stairS
for my child to come down. My son looks handsome
in his black tuxedo and red silk tie. My daughter looks
beautiful in her black and silver halter top dress. / take
lots ofpictures until they say “Mama, enough." I’ll
smile shyly and say I'm sorry. And my husband and /
will see them off. / am happy.
o Their high school graduation: / sit in the crowd
and watch my child walk across the stage, receiving
his/her diploma. They’ve graduated with honors. I cun
proud.
These are so many things that I wished my mom
could experience with me.
o My first steps. Iprobably walked to the words
“Come to daddy. ”
o My first words. It was probably daddy.
o My first day of school. I wore a na\y blue skirt,
a white button up shirt, and my hair was in pigtails.
o My first performance. Junior high, I cheered at
basketball games.
o My first crush. Elementary school, some boy
named Devon.
o My first date. A guy ruimed Mark, he was my
prom date. My brother came with me.
o My prom. / wore a cream halter top dress. It
was short in the front and had a little train in the back.
I wore gold, open-toed heels. My hair was in an up
due.
o My high school graduation. / graduated with
honors. Cum Laude.
I don’t want my child to experience this kind of
pain. This void that is never filled. That is always
aching. Always burning.
Although I am afraid of having children, it doesn’t
mean that I don’t fantasize about them. It doesn’t
mean that I don’t want to have them. I do. I fantasize
about having a child often. Seeing them smiling at
me. Hearing them calling me “Mommy.” I picture me
taking them to the park. Pushing them on the swings.
Sliding down the slide with them. Running around
with them. But I also wonder how that day at the park
will end.
* Will someone rob me?
* Will someone sh<x* up the park?
* Will a stray bullet hit me?
* Will the bullet hit me in the head?
* Will my child see?
* Will 1 die in front of my child?
* Will that child be a girl? (I fear having a girl)
So I have an on-going internal dilemma with
myself...
I will live on through my child, but how will my child
live on without me?

N
I want to be just like my mother. Family members
and friends are convinced that my mother was an
angel. They tell me all the time how sweet, kind.

caring, and forgiving she was. Sisters didn’t come to
her baby shower. Best friends slept with her boyfriend
Boyfriend accused her of cheating. Boyfriend cheated
on her. No matter what anyone did, she was kind to
them and she always forgave them.
They say I act just like her. I laugh just like her.
I talk just like her. I wonder what else I do like her. I
strive to be like my mother. I want to be kind because
that’s how she was. I want to be caring because that’s
how she was. I want to be understanding because
that’s how she was. I want to be just like her.
I love to write because my mother loved to write.
This is something that we share. It seems like we are
connected through this. But we are also connected
through our bullet wounds. Hers is in the middle of
her head. Mine’s is in the middle of my stomach.
Sometimes, while lying down in bed. I'll slowly
run my fingers up and down my scar. I will see my
mother. She’ll lay down next me and smile. Then
she’ll slowly run her fingers up and down her scar.
We’ll stare at each other for while, both feeling our
scars, both reminiscing about our death experiences.
We are so much alike, but...
/ just don't want to die like her...
I just don't want to die like her...
Lord, please don't let me die like her.

Fair Warning
By Nicole Baniukaitis

My heart is heavy, filled with stones of woe
which is why my pace is long and slow
I’ve acquired the collection over time
picking up pebbles and making them mine
Each one once held a specific wish
some hopes, some dreams, yet always
missed—
I do not weep for what was lost
but still I carry the reminding rocks
So should you desire my heart to hold
please consider what you've been told
For I need not help bearing my load
just don’t become another stone.

,*
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Isolation and All That Jazz
• Nonfiction by Rori Hoatlin
Blue Like Jazz. That’s the book I remem
ber reading in my dorm. Not my college
dorm, but the dorm that I stayed in the
summer before my first semester of college.
I worked on Mackinac Island as a sales clerk
in Ryba’s fudge shop. The idea was roman
tic. Mackinac Island; this place that stood
still in time, no cars, just horses and buggies,
and boats all around.
During childhood trips up north my fam
ily would never stay overnight on the island.
We would just take the ferry for the day and
then return to Mackinaw City and stay in a
hotel there. When we stayed in these hotels
I felt cheated. I would stand on the banks
facing towards the island and watch. Lights
glimmered from the porch of the Grand
Hotel. I imagined parties and men dressed
in suits and women dressed in long chiffon
dresses, maybe wearing long silk gloves if
the air grew cool. I felt like Gatsby gazing
toward the green light at the end of the dock,
wondering what I was missing and knowing
that if I could just close the gap between me
and the island I could shorten the distance
between me and my dreams.
At eighteen, old enough to make my deci
sions, I went exit into the world and accepted
the job at Ryba’s wholeheartedly. I would
live on my island. I would live there. I would
know whal excitement the streets held once
the shops closed their doors, and the tourists
dissipated.
Once my bags were put away and the
shops explored my parents and I ate a picnic
in the park, the park that overlooked the
marina. It was a lovely June day and the lilac
trees blossomed in the background as we
nibbled on PB&J sandwiches. As we sat and
time passed an awkward distance wedged
itself between my parent’s and me. I was no
longer going to be living under their roof.
In my mind this is the way it happened.
Of course tears welled in my eyes as they
headed back on the Arnold line ferry boat.
My mother could' ’t even watch as a small

wake bubbled under the weight of the boat
and like a movie I stood on the dock and
waved good-bye. In my memory my father
bravely put his arm around her and she bur
ied her face in his chest against his orange
polo t-shirt and he rested his chin on the top
of her head his green eyes clung to mine and
they grew misty in the fading sunlight.
And after I couldn’t see the boat any
longer I realized for the first time in my life
that I was all alone. The steps I took away
from the dock and back towards the hotel
must have pounded the pavement light and
free, almost dancing. And I was successful.
I navigated the waters of freedom with ease
and without tears. No heartache ensued, no
regret, no worry. Immediately I remembered
myself standing on the opposite banks, and
for a curious second I had an outer body
experience and I realized that I was finally
at the place that I had spent the better part of
my childhood reaming about.
But wait...
In my mind now I convince myself I must
have felt free, exhilarated. But in actuality
when there boat disappeared and they were
no longer individual people but rather just
part of the moving vessel, a dot against the
landscape, I felt burdened.
As I walked away from the dock my
whole insides started to shake. I felt like a
little child lost in a supermarket. I realized
that my mother would no longer make Dr.’s
appointments for me or make my meals, or
make my bed when I didn't feel like it, and
my dad would no longer shoot hoops with
me after school or try to help me with my
math homework, or make snowmen with me
in the front yard. The weight of that realiza
tion crushed me and tears streamed down
my cheeks.
But there was more than that...
In the days that followed I waited for the
fear and homesickness to subside. I had been
away from home, I had gone to summer
camp. But this wasn’t summer camp. This
was a sorority house, complete with alcohol,
drugs, and sex.

of golden morning and view of the bridge
and waft of misty lake breeze that these were
the moments that I’d dreamt of all my life.
But then the sun would set and I would
watch as it sunk behind the pre-colonial
houses of the west bluff, and I would think
that if I could just hold onto the hope that
for this night I wouldn’t crawl into bed and
suffocate from the claustrophobic weight of
seclusion.
It wasn’t until a random Tuesday my third
week there.
I walked from my dorm to the post office.
I had my own mailbox and a key to open
it. All the contents in it were addressed to me
and only me.
Inside my box that day I got a package
from my very best friend; Becky.
A journal and pen. The card attached
read:

I was eighteen, and sheltered, and con
servative. A few nights away at Christian
summer camp did not prepare me for the
immense inner turmoil that true isolation can
bring.
Maybe it was the fact that I was on an
island.
It’s like being trapped in a snow globe.
Hundreds of people ventured to and fro,
some stayed on the island but most boarded
the 10 o’clock ferry and headed for safely
fastened ground.
Main St. after the last boat leaves. It’s
so dark even with the streetlights. Shadows
ripple along the curbs, down streets, and
through the park. One of these nights, one of
these first nights I picked up Donald Miller’s
Dear Rori,
Blue Like Jazz.
/ miss you! Don Vforget to write down
I’d packed it for the car ride but hadn’t
your experiences.
really looked at it. Now I don’t remember
Becky
what it was about. The tagline on the bottom
As I left the post office a man in khaki
of the cover reads “Nonreligious thoughts on shorts and a Mackinac Island t-shirt came up
spirituality.”
to me and asked, “Where do I find the but
Flipping though it now there’s not much
terfly house?”
worth noting. I remember reading through
I smiled. I was no longer a foreigner. I
it quickly and those were the days before I
was a local. As I directed him in towards
annotated every page. There was one line
the east side of the island and told him to
underlined though, it read, “It was as if we
follow Main St. and overwhelming sense of
were broken... It was as if were cracked,
belonging.
couldn’t love right, couldn’t feel good thing
Later that day, as the sun set behind the
for very long without screwing it all up.”
west bluff, I watched. Pen in my hand I en
Do you ever look back on things and
graved the blank pages with my words and
think; how clever I was. Like at the time I
experience.
knew what it meant. At the time I probably
just liked the way it sounded. I probably just
held onto the park about being broken, being
cracked. I probably com
pletely overlooked the part
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Story of a Mother and Daughter
By Daniel Cairns
It is any given Thursday afternoon in
November
and I am waiting in line for my
paycheck
of 20 hours of cleaning toilets.
And I notice stories of the men and
women
around me.
I’m in front of a man who mumbles
something
about minimum wage supposedly going
up,
and we’re surrounded by older
employees
who don’t bother to complain about
their pay
because they’re used to it.
But I mostly notice the mother and
daughter,

whose dark red hair must run in the
family,
who sometimes work the same shift.
And how the mother, every week
opens her envelope and says to her
daughter,
“Shit, we’ll find a new job soon.”
And how the daughter says
“It’s fine ‘cause I almost have enough
saved
to get my GED, then I’ll finally be
ready
for college next semester.”
And how the mother in the back of her
mind
Doesn't see that happening,
and is more concerned about wasting
her money
on a Christmas tree this year.

One with cheap gold ribbons and shiny
plastic ornaments
that warp their tiny apartment around
when they look closely at them.
And how the daughter
in the back of her mind
truly hates her mother
for letting her drop out of high school
because she “wouldn't want to take the
route 12
at 5AM to get there either.”
But they’ll never say anything
It’s a story of love
that I admire.
How we want the best for others.
And how we ignore how hurt we are.

Definite Infinite
By Jason Escareno
Kate, love is the child’s mistake

Is only to say

Which I am loathe to make

I would withstand the world

Since I prefer your kiss

To note the way you part your lips

Thucydides, Herodotus

We should read some of Vincent’s notes

I know what you won’t

Or else

I told myself I don’t

A book that Tolstoy wrote

Of coarse, this

Then rinse our mouths with this

The Death of

Master Pan
By Stefen Holtrey
It is said that when Master Pan faced the
firing squad, it took no less than five volleys
before they could actually hit him.
It was another two volleys before he noticed
what they were doing.
It was then that Master Pan, knowing his
time to be near and not wishing to prolong it
any further, began composing his last poem.
It was on the ninth volley that Master Pan
finished, and, after dictating his poem to a
passing dragonfly, died of old age.
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Infiltrator
Nonfiction by Logan Priess
You can just feel the bulk
of the steam pipe ahead of you
in the dark, asbestos coated
surface searing skin like steak,
two creepers behind, sweating
impatiently. You try to slide
around it, face nearly touching,
a slip, a catch, and you’re on
your knees safely clutching a
water main. The other side.
The others dance, dive,
cruise around the danger, now
facing the edge of the dark
waters of a backbreaker. The
tunnel hunches you over, forces
your arms to your sides. Cau
tious steps, splashes of putrid
water, plastic bags holding
tight to feet, all remind of why
you don’t go draining. You
hope the seals don’t break,
don’t shit-stain shoes. A long
splashed crossing, waters rising
and falling up your legs, but
you find dry land. The creep
ers share nervous grins in the
exaltation of reaching the other
side. Easy.
But a light ahead, no one
speaks - mice, in the stunnel.
Bellies to the cement. Head
lamps flick off into the black
void. You take little breaths,
terrified gasps, despite yourself;
you wait with the palpable
anxiety of those about you.
There’s no one.
The third member of your
party, John, works his way
ahead, vadding for the first
time, leading the group alone.
You can smell the sweat, <ind

heat, and the
stagnant air
of the stun
nel. Hands
trace the
poured con
crete walls.
Everyone skirls, in turn, the
light beneath the dormitory.
A turn to the left. John
points to the ceiling.
“Shaw Avenue,” he pants.
You cross the street on the
underside. Unnerving silence,
your breathing, the scratch of
rubber soles on grit. Nothing
more than four inches from
your face.
A final destination looms
in the distance, bright, danger
ous, the death of infiltrators.
You work against your instinct,
heading straight at it; no one
could be there, a locked power
plant, abandoned, decrepit. It
approaches, but you want it
to stop. The moment rushing
toward you.
They all step through a
hunched portal. You follow.
No tags, no texta, not topside,
a virgin shot. The others jump
and run into the basement, and
you follow suit, whooping
silently past flooded rooms.
The abandoned papers, empty
fifths in desk drawers, towering
dynamos, all scream to have
their stories told.
One at a time, boys.

Untitled
By Brandon Stickel

Over There!
By Ross Ezinga
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The Siren’s Song
By Christopher Barber
Outside the coffee shop.

a bar.

The band plays once more,

We sit on the sidewalk.

With lyrics that express grief.

An upbeat song that makes
me smile.

The glare of lights from
inside.

The
voice
is
accompaniment.

Creating silhouettes of our
bodies intertwined.

She was the siren flying above
the rocks.

Behind us,

Her eyes catch mine,

The blinking red light of the
24 hour sign;

She says forget the night.

without
Fragmenting the pain.
Her nature unaffected,
Love unrequited.
I was not the first,
To be ensnared by her song.

Of luring me into death,
A melody that intoxicates.

She refuses to hold my hand.
I look at my shadow,

Death of the American Dream
By Robert Gould

She was the siren flying above
the rocks.

She departs from my side.
Distant from hers,
As the song fades.

She asks if I am listening.

She was the siren flying above
the rocks

1 hear live music playing from

The siren never crashing to
the rocks

For the young prostitute

By Kristina Pepelko
a mosaic poem for the
young prostitute
dressed in corduroy bellbottoms

she plays a nude con artist,

once

adapting to the wild
environment

love

like a feral cat.

echoed red and flashed of
silver

and a mid-atlantic accent.
the fifteen-year-old traded
a good outlook on life

Out of Anger, Peace
By Ross Ezinga & Olivia Ezinga

for a new
opportunity.
in her second-floor room.

asked to describe the
lifestyle, she says, “i am
running

these days

out of ink.

a voice whispers,

i am unaware of being
alive.”

“come on. come on, baby.”

like a mirrored wall.
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Storm by Eric Carlson Black Crumbs
in the Cushion
that Will Eventually

Remind

VIEW

You of Me
by Samantha Howard
Mousing
The heavy air is laden with a salty taste
that weighs down dead leaves.
The litter of leaves reminds me
of the pumpkin seeds you made
and the thick black
seasoning you always get stuck
between your teeth.
And so this is the month of our discontent—
While you loudly crack, brutally
breaking, the savory seeds,
I will not
tell you when you have seasoning stuck
between your gum and your incisor.
For fear you will chastise me
for being too critical.
Really, I’m scared that you chew

Mante
Religieus
Campus Viiw, always a safe set

loudly in fear of feeling the silence
-between our separate couch cushions.

by Megan Carter

literary edition
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Wait for Me
ou told me to wait for you. Daddy.
You said to look for you when the
com was as tall as you, and the
unpicked stalks dry. You said to look
when the first leaves on the maple tree turned
gold and the earliest hint of fall hung in air.
You said you’d be back then. You said to wait.
Summer is ending. !’d rather not go back
to school. I'll have to wear wrinkle free
shirts with collars and a pleated skirt instead
of my tom jeans, and my hair will have to be
braided every morning into two neat bunches.
Momma won't let me wear Daddy’s old work
shirt to school; she says it’s made for scrub- *
bing around in the dirt, not for learning math
and literature. She sleeps in a nightshirt of
Daddy’s every night.
It was a good summer. Matt Thompson
from down the street taught me to climb into
the highest branches of the old maple in front
of our house. I didn’t want to at first. I looked
straight up into that tree from the ground and
I thought God Himself must live that high. I
like God, but I think I’m too young to meet
him just yet. Matt kept telling me it wouldn’t
seem so high once I got up there.
“Are ya scared, Maddie?” He teased me in
that stupid sing-song voice of his.
“Oh, I’m not scared of climbing that tree.
Matt. I’m scared of falling out of it,” I told
him while still staring up. Momma’s always
telling me I need to speak more straightfor
ward, and not talk in little riddles and jokes. I
tell her I’ll stop, but I never do. Daddy thinks
it’s funny when I say things like that. He’ll
laugh for ten minutes at me and then pat my
back and say he always wanted a girl with a
sharp wit, just like Momma when he met her.
Momma always smiles at that. Daddy loves
the way I talk.
I ended up falling out of that stupid tree
once Matt convinced me to climb it. I felt a
nasty pop in my elbow and looked down to
see my arm hanging like no arm ever should:
it was dangling from my elbow and swinging
from side to side like it wasn’t even connected
to me anymore. I couldn’t move it very well.
Matt went and got my momma, and she drove
me to the hospital. She cried the whole way
there, though I don’t know why; we both knew
I only popped it out of place. Momma said

Y

never to scare her like that again. She said
something about how all we have is each other,
and we can’t get hurt or the other one will be
for
you She didn’t say that we had Daddy too.
alone.
I don’t know why.
The com is so tall. Daddy. I can’t remem
ber exactly how tall you are -it scares me.
How will I know when the com is as tall as
you? How will I know to look for you? I’lJ
wait for you. Daddy. I’ll wait and watch until
the day you come home to me. Daddy.
We learned about Vietnam in school today.
Mr. Benson said the United States has to fight
for freedom over there or else our freedom
would be at risk here. He said we’re fighting
the vicious Vietcong, men who’re hardly hu
man they’re so brutal.
“We need to honor those who have died in
the war,” he said. “Many men won’t make it
home.”
Lisa Patterson said she had a second cousin
who died fighting over there. She said his unit
was ambushed and only three men survived.
Her second cousin was shot right through
the chest. He didn't even sign up voluntarily
for the Army. She said it was wrong he died
because he didn’t want to go to Vietnam in the
first place. Tommy Bennet said his dad didn’t
agree with the war. His dad thinks we’re fight
ing for nothing, and all the men over there are
just wasting their time in a stupid jungle. He
said we shouldn’t celebrate or support a war
for nothing. He said we shouldn’t honor those
who volunteer to go to Vietnam. Everyone
started arguing at that point. Mr. Benson
couldn’t quiet anyone down. I wanted to cover
my ears and scream. I wanted to scream and
scream until they all shut up because they
don’t anything about Vietnam. History teach
ers who’ve never fought and second cousins
they hardly knew and dads who aren’t even
over there and they think they know something
about the war. They don’t know anything.
I took the long way home after school. I
didn’t want to walk by any cornfields.
It hurts every day. Daddy. The longer I wait
the more it hurts. Momma’s getting so thin.
She doesn’t eat; she just stares out the front
window, waiting for a car, for anything. She
won't buy apples or cider. She won’t put out
the fall chrysanthemums. It’s September and
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Short Story by Courtney Peterson
you're still not back. How long do I have to
wait. Daddy? You said to wait, but the longer I
wait the more dead inside I feel.
Matt Thompson kissed me today. He came
over after school -we’re in different classesand told me all about his day. I thought he
was acting funny; he jumped whenever I gave
him a push or laughed, and he kept nervously
brushing his gold hair out of his eyes. We sat
outside under the maple, our shoulders almost
touching. We always sit like that, but some
thing felt so different today. He didn’t tease
me like usual about my braids Momma made
me wear, and he blushed when I finally shook
my red hair out of the braids. He said he liked
my shirt. Honestly, it was annoying. I don’t
like shy and I don’t like awkward, and Matt
was doing a really good job at being both.
“Jesus, Matt, why are you acting like such
a dope ?” I asked him jokingly, but really
wanting an answer out of him. He stuttered
and blushed some more and then he kissed
me. It took me moment to realize that Matt
Thompson’s lips were on mine, and then I
gave myself over to the feeling. Fourteen is
plenty old to kiss, and it made me feel so less
lonely. Before I closed my eyes to Matt’s kiss
I looked up. The topmost leaves of the maple
were gold, like the color of Matt's hair.
Oh God, Daddy where are you? Every leaf
on the maple is yellow and a few have started
falling. Every last piece of com has been
harvested and the stalks are brown and dry.
It’s autumn. Daddy, and you’re still not home.
Matt had to help cover the windows against
chill because you weren’t here. I'm waiting.
Daddy, I am, but I get so impatient sometimes.
Momma doesn’t laugh anymore; she doesn’t
smile much, and never jokes. I’m waiting, but
I want you to come home so bad and stop this
from hurting. I’ve taken to smelling your to
bacco tins -sometimes I forget your smell and
need to be reminded. Your chair sits so empty
every day. Last night I curled up in your
chair with your tobacco and I cried. Momma
walked in and, instead of scolding me, she
wrapped her arms around me and cried too.
We cried together for you. Daddy. Waiting is
so hard when I don’t know when you’ll come
home.
I was peeling potatoes in the kitchen today

and thinking about me and Matt’s plans to go
hiking this weekend when 1 heard the crunch
of gravel outside and the gentle hum of a car
engine. 1 figured Grandma and Grandpa must
be stopping by, or maybe Momma invited
Aunt Karen over for dinner. I glanced out the
window and saw a fancy blue car in the drive
way. No one we know has a car like that. My
chest felt tight. A man in a Marine uniform
stepped out of the passenger side, his face hid
den as he looked down.
“Momma!” I shrieked. “MOMMA!”
Momma skidded into the kitchen with an
armful of laundry and immediately saw the
car in the driveway. Her face lost every ounce
of color and a panicked look took over her
pretty eyes. The doorbell rang. I watched as
Momma ran into the entry way in a tangled
mess of hair and skirts and laundry -my heart
was thudding in my chest. A ray of hope was
burning in my belly. I poked my head into
the entry way, potato peeler still in hand, as
Momma opened the door.
The man in uniform wasn’t Daddy. He
wore a somber look on his face as he reached
out his hand towards Momma, a letter firmly
grasped between his fingers. I heard a horrible
howl, like the last scream of a dying dog, and
realized it was coming from Momma, who had
dropped to the floor, the letter crushed into a
ball in her hands. She screamed and screamed
like a woman dying, and my small ray of hope
turned to acid in my belly.
I left my body then. I saw myself standing
frozen, watching the man trying to help up
Momma. I saw the potato peeler drop from
my cold hands. I heard the dry gasps coming
from my throat. I saw my own knees buckle
and give way. The uniformed man was saying
“I’m so sorry, ma’am,” over and over again.
Another uniformed man came from outside
to help pick my momma up, but she couldn’t
be helped. She would stay there for hours. I
saw the two men turn to me as I began saying
“Daddy, oh God, Daddy.”
I waited for you. Daddy. I never stopped
waiting. I looked for you every day. You said
you’d come back to me, and I believed you. I
knew you’d come back, but, oh Daddy, I never
thought you’d come back in a coffin.
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New Pioneer
Short story by Adam Spence
Jackson stared at his
drifting bobber on the
open water, the colors
were indistinguishable
silhouetted against the
setting sun. He leaned
back in his 12 foot
johnboat. affection
ately named The Jen-nay,
smiling as he thought of
his favorite line in Forrest Gump. Jacks closed his eyes
and let the disappearing sun’s last rays warm his face
as he took another sip of his Oberon, his choice from
Bell’s.
He opened his eyes to see his bobber dip once,
twice, and on the third he set the hook and began
reeling in his struggling adversary on the other end
of the line. The Christmas-moming-esque grin on
display as he got the little fish into the boat wasn't
shared with anyone else. The stress that Jackson had
attempted to counter with his trip to the lake was
erased with the satisfaction of his first fish of the year.
He carefully smoothed down the spines that lined its
back and unhooked the fish, leaving a tiny hole in the
cartilage of its lip. Jacks took one last look at the little
fish, and dropped it over the side of the boat. He then
pulled up the anchor and drifted around the lake in the
moonlight, letting the buzz of his final beers soften into
sobriety.
He jerked the pull chord, heaving life into the little
outboard. Jackson let it putter for a moment, know
ing full well how temperamental the damn thing was
before he put it into gear, leaving the thin cloud of
smoke behind, no closer to figuring out what he was
supposed to do next.
He had pavsed a billboard for Levi’s blue jeans on
his way to the lake that simply engrossed him. On it
was a poem that rang through straight to his core. It af
fected him so much he stopped to hastily copy it onto a
napkin from his glove compartment. He let the poetry
fill his head, flirting, trying to seduce him.
I am the new American Pioneer, looking
forward, never hack. No longer content to wait for
better times...
He woke the next morning and stared at his clock
until 5:59 flipped to 6:00, with B-93 blaring Kenny
Chesney. In one swift motion the alarm was qui
eted and Jackson was on the floor doing pushups...
48...49...50. There was no pause as he flipped on
to his back to begin sit-ups. This continued for 30
minutes before he pulled on a pair of gym shorts and
a t-shirt as he made his way for the stairs and the back
door.
Jackson was the only one awake. His dad wouldn't

stir for another hour or so before he headed to the
monotony of office drudgery. Tara stayed at home, and
probably wouldn’t be up until Jackson’s half brothers
woke, which could’ve been anytime in the summer.
He hated the state of limbo he was in; finished with
college yet still relying on someone else for a roof over
his head. Jacks laced up his Nikcs, unlocked the back
door, and shuffled out quietly.
By the third mile, beads of sweat began to break
over his brow as the rising sun warmed up. As he
looked to his left, into a slowly growing bean field, he
watched a lone doe grazing amongst the bean plants.
He envied the deer’s freedom and lack of concern for
anything but the task at hand. If only he had brought
his iPod to drown out his looming decision that was no
closer to being decided than was the 60th President.
20 minutes and three miles later he turned into
his mom’s driveway in town. Blooming redbud trees
circled the modest little house and its one car garage.
He walked over to the hose and turned it on, spraying
his mother's tulips until the water was ice cold. The
paper boy tossed the day’s unintelligent, biased gossip
into the yard as Jacks brought the hose close to his lips,
slurping at the cold well water.
He then slipped around the back of the garage,
jimmied the service door open and walked through the
unlocked backdoor. Jackson unlaced his sneakers and
left them outside out of consideration for his mother’s
flowery home. He crept through the kitchen and down
the hallway into the bathroom for a quick shower. He
knew the water was going to be cold, but still gave a
barely audible. “Shit!” when it stung his body for the
first time. Cold relaxed the tense, twitching muscles.
If only it could calm the internal tension and twitching
that Jacks felt as he ran his fingers through his short,
thick hair. His gold cross bounced against his chest as
he turned off the shower and dried.
The academic advisors seemed to think everyone
needed the same advice. “Here arc the classes you
need to graduate, here’s the list of businesses to intern
at, you can use me as a reference on an app. Don’t
forget me when you're working for some Fortune 500
company.” They never thought about asking whether
or not he was still interested in business until he wasn't
interested anymore, but it was too late to change his
major.
I will work for better times. ‘Cause no one built
this country in suits. All I need is all I got. Bruises
heal. Stink is good.
“Hey Mom,” Jackson smiled over the sizzling ba
con as she came down the hallway in her pink, flowery
robe. He turned back to the stove smirking, knowing
she only wore that hideous robe because he got it for
her birthday, and she only wore it because he expected

her not to.
“Hey baby,” she gave him a peck on the cheek anti
stepped out to grab the newspaper. She unrolled the
paper and sat down in her chair, orange juice and plate
already in place. "Did you catch anything last night?’
“Just one little guy and one good buzz.”
“You know I don’t like when you drink Jacks ”
she glared over the top of her newspaper. He glimpsed
over his shoulder at the “Pray about everything” stitch
work hanging on the wall behind her.
“Yeah I know,” he said as he spooned her scram
bled eggs onto her plate. “I was just kidding."
“Well I better not go over to your father's and see a
bunch of empties in your boat." Jackson rolled his eyes
and took a bite of bacon. Empty threat. He knew she
liked to pretend to have a good relationship with her
ex-husband for Jacks. “So have you been applying any
more for a job? I heard St. Joseph County had all kinds
of openings...” There was a slight plead to her tone
that nearly tore Jackson apart. She didn’t know about
his indifference for anything in a cubicle and suit.
“Yeah, I’ll look into it, Ma.” She smiled and salted
her eggs. It was just that easy. He felt sick that she
trusted him that much. Six words could put her at
ease when Jackson had no intention to put his recently
earned diploma to work.
"When are you going to bring Jamie back over and
cook us both dinner again? You know I haven’t seen
her since the last time you brought her overT“I don’t know Mom. she’s busy working when I’m
not. and I somehow manage to pick up a job when she
doesn't," he said. He hoped she couldn’t see through
his disappointed-sounding mask.
“Aww, that’s got to be hard on you two,” his mom
murmured. She glanced at her watch. “Oh gosh, look
at the time. I need to get to the greenhouse! I’ll have
customers there before I am!" She hurriedly shoveled
in a few more bites of egg. then rushed down the hall
to her room. She was back out in a flash, pulling Jack
son’s old baseball cap over her disheveled hair.
“Bye babe! Thanks for breakfast!... Oh! And get
Jamie over here ASAP! I miss that girl!” She didn’t
give him time to answer before she had closed the
front door behind her.
And apathy is death.
Jackson threw on his favorite, ripped jeans and a
t-shirt that smelled clean enough. He went to the stor
age room and mmmaged around before he found his
backpack. He threw in some waters and a tightly rolled
blanket. He then went to the basement and got his
knife and old fly fishing rod and packed those as well.
Jacks strung his arms through the straps, and exited
through the back door with his lumpy backpack.
He got out his old black mountain bike, brushing
off the cobwebs while checking the air pressure in the
tires. Jacks pushed it out the open service tkx>r. pulling
it shut behind him and climbing on. He pedaled west
toward the creek hidden by woods that only the old
timers in town knew about.
So I strike up for the new world! A newer,
mightier world. The one I will make to my liking.

ackson felt the welcoming solitude as he walked
silently through the woods down to the creek. His only
companion was a red fox, whose bushy tail swished
as it followed the stranger curiously from a distance.
He found his fire pit from his last trip out here, and
scoured the woods for some dry wood to use later. The
woods seemed to know his reason for being there, and
the birds chirped their support while the squirrels ran
circles around each other.
It was getting close to lunch, so Jacks stripped off
his t-shirt and socks, rolled up his jeans, and waded
into the creek, flicking his fly-rod in the way his
father once taught him. The fishing was slow, but he
eventually caught enough for lunch. After cleaning the
rainbows and starting a fire, he placed the fillets on a
flat hot rock in the middle of the fire.
The trout was not anywhere close to satisfying his
taste buds, but it was filling none the less, and Jackson
sprawled out on his blanket on the creek bank, letting
his feet dangle in the water while he napped.
He awoke drowsily as the breeze picked up, rus
tling the trees and tall grass. Jackson wasn't sure what
time it was, he didn't bring his phone or a watch. He
just rolled up his jeans again and fished until the sun
went began to set.
For after the darkness comes the dawn. There is
a better tomorrow.
Jacks had finished up his second unsatisfying but
filling meal of the day and was reading the slightly
crumpled napkin, still in his pocket from the other
night. Somehow, in those 15 lines, something had
captured his very being and purpose in life. Reread
ing the poem for the umpteenth time, Jackson knew
what he needed to do. He had to leave. He had to leave
everything he knew and go and experience it! West
had always been his dream, so why shouldn’t he fol
low it? Just like the early pioneers expanding, he had
his own manifest destiny, one not predetermined by
parents or college or girlfriends. It had to be this way,
past the Midwestern plains, over the Rockies, into the
unplanned; into self reliance.
He had never experienced the true self-reliance that
Emerson wrote of. He chose the college Jamie chose;
he chose to study business because his dad told him
to; he always had a guaranteed place to stay on breaks
from school. What kind of life was that? Jackson had
no idea what he was truly capable of because he had
never been pushed to his brink. These little camping
trips were a glimpse, but he was always a quick bike
ride away from spending a night hungry.
Jacks sighed and looked at the full moon, framed
by glimmering fireballs millions of miles away. He
knew the decision was right for him. but dreaded
breaking the news. He read the poem once more and
then extinguished his campfire. Jacks walked back
through the woods to where he had left his bike, and
climbed on. He pedaled through the tall and tangled
grass before he turned east onto the dirt road, silhou
etted against the shining moon.
I>ook across the plains and over the mountains
and see America’s eternal promise. A promise of
progress. (Jo forth with me. (k) forth!
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Silent
Watch
Nonfiction by Courtney Petersen
My feet beat a rhythm on the
pavement. My breath comes
hard and quick in the solid July
air while sweat creeps down
my neck. 1 run underneath a
canopy of suburban trees on
the side of a slow moving
river. Reeds creep along the
shore, extending far into the
lazy current. Ducks and geese
bob gently along with their
summer chicks, looking around
only when my passing causes
a rustle in the reeds. As I turn
a sharp curve a factory comes
into view -the old refrigerator
factory. Even at this distance
I can see the peeling paint and
the rusted doors.
The trees thin and the
pavement becomes cracked
beneath my feet as I near
the encroaching industrial
complex. I come to a fork, left
towards town and my house,
right towards the factory. I go
right. The trees are gone now,
replaced by a rusty chain-link
fence that extends around
the factory and surrounding
parking lot. I come to a stop in
front of the locked gates. My
fingers curl around the links
in the fence. I look up at the
barbed wire wrapped in wide
loops at the top of the fence. I
look down; the words “FUCK
NAFTA” are spray painted on

the pavement beneath my feet.
Sweat drips in my eyes
as I squint towards the once
booming factory. Just five
years ago it was the crowning
glory of my town, the place
my parents (and most of my
peers’) trudged off to every
day at 5 am. I remember seeing
it then, the parking lot packed
full of cars, trains pulling in
and out with shipments; the
whole place busy with the
activity of industry.
I’m struck by the colors
in front of me; brown weeds
poking through faded gray
pavements, peeling yellow
paint, rust-colored doors -the
colors of a dying town.
1 remember the day they
announced the factory would
be closing. I was at school
when the news broke. The girl
that sat next to me in English
started crying -her dad had
told her they'd be moving to
North Carolina if it closed.
She was gone by the following
week. 1 later heard the factory
her dad had transferred to
in North Carolina moved to
Mexico, like our factory, the
following year. They didn’t
come back to Michigan.
Now the factory stands
empty, gaping broken-glass
windows staring at a parking

lot that will never be full
again; loading dock doors
yawning wide for shipments
that will never come.
1 hear a seagull call out
overhead. A dozen of the birds
circle overhead, waiting for
who knows what. I wonder
why they stay here instead of
heading towards the lakeshore.
Maybe they prefer stretches of
concrete to stretches of sand.
Maybe they think one day
workers will pour from those
doors again, tossing their lunch
scraps out their car windows.
A car whips past behind
me. The horn honks and
the driver yells something
indistinguishable, pulling me
from my silent reverie. I uncurl
my fingers from the fence, my
palm now smeared with rust.
I stretch a little and turn away
to start my run home. I take
one last look behind me at the
silent building, the broken
windows now glinting in the
sun, before slowly jogging
away.

Farmer’s Market
by Michelle Thomas
At the market today, I bought
more than I could carry.
Danielle, who is from Frezno, said
“These are 40 cents cheaper at Wal-Mart,
and seriously? You bought more pasta?”
We have a lot of pasta in the pantry,
thanks to me.
But I am convinced that this
concrete lump in my chest is the result
of rusty, canned Chef Boyarde, of valentine
pale tomatoes, and of pre-packeged, preserved,
vitamin-enriched, now with Splenda
cucumbers.
I will spend ten dollars more today
see the leathered old farmer’s face
lift, and the concrete dissolved today.

Hydrogen

Bonds

By Shaun Morton
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YouMe
By Nicole Avery

Butterfly
By Nicole Baniukaitis

Today I intruded, on my way,
straight through the path of a
butterfly
J hesitated as it flew by —
not wanting to knock it from its
place.
It took a moment for me to trace

the pattern of its sporadic flight
encompassing such atiny space
At the same time realizing that
compared to mine
its whole intent was more
defined.

Today’s Letter is L: for love
Oh—if I could 1 would.
I would put on that thick metal helmet
on, covering my face and ears and
weld us back together.
But I can't alone.

Clctfahfi Stent

It’s too much work alone.
But I could write this:
My dearest friend,
I haven’t chosen my life any
more than you. My caramel-macchiato skin is

Store Hours
Mon - Weds : 11a.m. to 8p.m.
Thurs - Sun : Closed

just another shade to your rich-brown and if
I could explain to you that I am just Myself,
you could be free —free too—to be just Yourself
and together we could unite an u.s. that
could cast away our finery and take us back
to black; to basics; to brethren.
Yours Truly,
Me.
This is the love-letter I would
write not to a man but to a people
that should be together but won’t.

Mo

ay Nov. 29th • Wednesday Dec. 1st

Dewi Baste**, Prizes,
Put qift ufJtappuuf ufUk
a $30+ puncka&t

I would write this if I could
to make us feel worthy enough to fight,

4160 Lake Michigan Dr.

this is what I would write,

(Across from the fire Station)

this is what should be right

Students Receive 10% off with ID!

now happening, yet isn’t quite
how things have turned out.
This is what I would write,

(must be shown at begining of transaction)

Linens and dishware 15% off now until Thanksgiving!

to you, what I would say to you
if I had time to
pick up a pen.

www.closetcasellc.com
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Daze of the Week
By Marlena Sevenson
Sitting on the mattress of the hide-a-bed couch
I retrace the day while choking
on my failed attempt of a midnight milkshake.
A whole piece of seasonal pumpkin pie
went into the blender and there’s
still a larger piece of me missing.
I can still smell you,
my skinny cinnamon stick.
I thought I was strong enough.
Long distant relationships
are never intended to last long term
without concession.
I woke up this morning, naked and alone,
soaked in sadness from a tearstained dream.
Arms numb from the makeshift attempt
to spoon your absence.

San Francisco

By Stephanie Allen

Tonight I cooked stir fry and rice.
Snow peas, mushrooms, red and orange
peppers, baby carrots and broccoli.

UNIVERSITYbookstore
The onion didn’t even make me cry this time.
One week. Seven days. One hundred sixty eight hours.

Wanted
www.ubs.gvsu.edu

1 only notice when a moment passes and
you’re not in it.

SHOP ONLINE
ANYTIME!

You’d hate this milkshake.

North B
CONGRATULATIONS!
This was the energy reduction
from last year in the month of
November

6200 kwh

UNIVtRSlTYbookstore

- Full time Leasing
Consultant immediate
opportunity at 48 West

A competitive wage & benefit package is
included 6 months customer service
experience required. Submit resume online
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Such a Little Thing
By L. Kavanagh
I stilled it.
The stammering heart beneath my fingertips
Adoration at first sight separated by eager hand printed glass
Satin flocking pressed close to gray fuzzed underbelly
Fluorescent glare brought glassy hum to your gaze
You were perfect. I knew better.
Brought home in a faded, punctured cardboard box
Jagged, staggered pen holes punched through
Spilling false hope and strung out fears
I placed you in her cage, the same damn cage that held her
Quivering, my love until her departure
You’d be so different. I had promised.
So small in my hands, even smaller behind wire
Fed greens, bright carrots, lettuces and stringed parsley
I knew better. I’d read books and web articles
Warnings of overfeeding greens flew from my fingers
As you lay trembling and wet in the farthest comer
You didn’t last two days
Discovered stiff and chill, satin flocking still baby soft
Glassy gaze yet to fade beneath my own
I could do nothing but kill you
So young, yet dead in my hands before leaving the store
I loved you, I hope you knew, so small your heart
Stammering still against mine
I’m sorry.

Receive 20% off ENTIRE order
with your GVSU card
Valid at Fulton Subway Only

1202 W. Fulton St (just East ofJohn Ball Park Zoo)

Abeille

By Megan Carter

BODIES REVEALED
fascinating+real

November 20, 2010 May 1, 2011

GRAND RAPIDS PUBLIC MUSEUM
272 Pearl St. NW • Grand Rapids, Ml
616.456.3977 • grmuseum.org
Extended Hours: Open 9 am-9 pm November 26-27, December 28-31
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STAFF WORKS

Wall Street Ends
Where the Brick Road Begins

By Kendall Gilbert

Untitled By Eric Coulter,

GVL Staff

Demon Shrimp
by Susie Skowronek
Photo Editor

GVL Senior Reporter
Eight fetal bodies plated
with green

Untitled
By Rachel Dwyer
GVL Photographer

garnish arrived at table
when 1 ordered
oni ebi. Their heads
tucked back as sleeping
birds. I chose a body,
pink and fresh
from its funeral pyre of

parsley. The shrimp’s
spiny legs pricked and
its horned shell
slowed penetration.
Sweet as a newborn
babe, sour as rotten
corpse - my oni ebi had
the rich and lingering
flavor of an apple.
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Inevitable

By Lauren Fitch GVL Editor in Chief
Drop by drop it falls.
Sometimes refreshing, sometimes
cleansing, sometimes
dampening the mood, sometimes
contributing to growth,
sometimes
warming or chilling
or sustaining or
drowning, sometimes
wallowing in depression, sometimes

quenching our thirst.
Drop by drop it falls - no way to stop it.
welcome or notuntil we realize it has pooled and surrounded
us.
Until we realize we have already swum
to the other side and now must whisk
away the drops and move on.

Gladiator

A Graphic by Jacob Bowen, GVL Cartoonist
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Every lawyer must pass the bar.

ONE LARGE
ONf I OPPING PIZZA
WITH HOWIE BREAD
AMO WMM 1AUC«

ONE SHALL
ONE-TOPPING PIZZA
WITH 20 07 PEPSIOR ONE MEDIUM
ONE-TOPPING PIZZA

Ours go on to raise it.
\YaYNE SWE

Wayne Law, a Best Value Law School, offers

I INIVF RQITY
^

students a strong and comprehensive legal
education in Michigan's historic, economic

Law school

and cultural center. Detroit's vibrant legal
market provides students with direct access
TWO LARGE
ONE-TOPPING PIZZAS
WITH 2 LITER PEPSI
HOWIE BREAD
r

to internship and employment opportunities at state and federal
courts, government offices, multinational corporations, unions and

"
TWO MEDIUM
TWO-TOPPING PIZZAS
WITH HOWIE BREAD
AMO DIMM* «AUC(

major law firms. It's no wonder Wayne Law alumni continue to
lead the way in the annual Michigan Super Lawyers and Rising Stars
rankings.
Applyatlaw.wayne.edu • lawinquire@wayne.edu • (313) 577-3937

.•

Home of the Original Flavored Crust”1 Pizza

Oriom.il • Butter * Butter Cheese * Garlic Herb • Ranch • O'non • Sesame • Caiun

